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(UNDER CREDITS, MED CLOSE SHOT 
OF A DOOR TO A SMALL OFFICE READING: 
“JUSTICE OF THE PEACE® AS CREDITS 
FADE OUT, CAMERA DOLLIES IN ON THE 
BACKS OF A YOUNG COUPLE STANDING 
BEFORE THE J.P. IN A MARRIAGE 
CEREMONY) 


STEVE'S VOICE: It started here. In 
the office of a justice of the peace. 


With something as familiar as the hands 


on a clock. 
(WE ARE CLOSE ON THE J.P.) 


J.P: (BOOK IN HAND) And so by the 
power invested in me by the ape of 
this state, I hereby pronounce you --~ 
man and wife. (HE SHUTS BOOK AND USES 
HIS FINGER TO HOLD BACK A SNIFFLE) 
This terrible weather. 

(HE MOVES ASIDE TO MAKE AN ENTRY 

IN LEDGER AS THE COUPLE TURN TO 

KACH OTHER, NOT KISSING. 


JUST LOOKING AT EACH OTHER, 
WE ARE CLOSE ON THEIR FACES) 


DAVE: Hi. 


EDIE: It's -- it's happened. 
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DAVE: (GRINS) For better or for worse. 


EDIE: For better! Not for worse, ever. 


DAVE: (TAKES HER IN HIS ARMS, KISSES 
HER) Don't worry, honey. Everything's 


going to be great! 


(AS THEY START TO GO OUT, PULL 
BACK AND WE SEE FOR THE FIRST TIME 
HIS ARMY UNIFORM) 


JeP. (SEEING THEM GO) Say. (THEY STOP) 
Good luck! 


(HE WAVES. THEY SMILE AND GO OUT) 


STEVE'S VOICE: That's where it started. 
With a J.P. and a five dollar marriage 
ceremony. But it's not where it 

ended. Not by a long shot -- Ina 


moment, you'll see why, 


(COMMERCIAL) 
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(DISSOLVE TO CLOSEUP OF SIGN READING, 
"ED MAR MOTEL...OFFICE", WITH AN 
ARROW POINTING TO OFFICE 0.8. 
WIDEN SHOT TO SHOW SIGN IS ON PATH 
LEADING TO COTTAGE IN A MOTEL 
COURT, ED RADDEN, WEARING AS USUAL 
A SWEATER JACKET, COMES ALONG PATH, 
GOES TO COTTAGE DOOR, INSERTS KEY. 
' BEHIND HIM COMB THE YOUNG COUPLE, 
DAVE AND EDIE BRIDGES, CARRYING 
TWO SUITCASES. THEY LOOK AROUND 
THEM AS THEY COME UP. 
QUT TO INT. OF THE ROOM AS DOOR 
OPENS AND RADDEN ENTERS. IT IS 
NOT QUITE A HOVEL, BUT WITH A LITTLE 
MORE DISREPAIR IT COULD BE. 
TATTERED WALL PAPER, CHEAP FURNITURE, 
WHAT THERE IS OF IT, AND EVERYTHING 
IN THE ONE SMALL ROOM...» BEDROOM 
PARLOR AND KITCHEN, A DOOR LEADS 
TO THE BATH STALL. DAVE AND 
EDIE ENTER. ) 


RADDEN : Here you are, folks. And 


wetre only two miles from camp. 


DAVE: (LOOKS ABOUT) Is this all 


yor got? 
RADDEN : What's the matter with. it? 


DAVE: Look, Mr. Radden, you said 


a hundred and five dollars a month. 
RADDEN That's right. 
DAVE: Tt!s a lot of money. 
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(EDIE HAS BEEN RUNNING HER 
FINGER OVER THE FURNITURE, 
LOOKING AT WALL PAPER, THE 
BATH) 
RADDEN s Better make up your mind, boy. 
With all you soldiers caming into camp 


places are scarcer'n ducks’ teeth. 


DAVE: What do youn think, Edie? 
EDIE: ( DISAPPOINTED) I - I don’t 
know, Dave. 


BADDEN : Okay, folks, I'm sorry. 
(HE OPENS DOOR AND WAITS FOR THEM TO 
GO OUT) 


DAVE: Sure you haven't anything 


RADDEN : (SHAKES HEAD) Last one in the 
motel. No law says you got to take it. 


Try somewhere else. 


EDIE: Dave, (HE GOES TO HER WHILE 
RADDEN WAITS. THEY SPEAK LOw) 


Let's not stay here. 
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DAVE: Where we going to go? 

EDIE: I don't care. It's dirty. 
DAVE: But, honey...we got to live 
somewhere. 

EDIE: I didn't think it'd be like 
this, 


RADDEN: What do you say, folks? 


DAVE: Just a minute, will you? 
(TO EDIE, URGENTLY) We can take it for 


now. Then look for something else. 
EDIE: Please, Dave. 


DAVE: We can't keep looking all day. 
I've got to get back to camp. (SQUEEZES 
HER ARM GENTLY) Just for a little while. 
(TO RADDEN) We'll take it for a week. 


RADDEN : Monthly vates only. 


DAVE: Look, suppose I get shipped 


out or something? 
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RADDEN : Sorry, boy. You want the 


place. Hundred and five dollars. 
DAVE: That's not fair. 


RADDEN : I don't want to argue with 
you. Things are high today. Now be a 


good feller. Yes or no? 


(DAVE LOOKS AT HIM, THEN 
REACHES IN POCKET) 


EDIE: Dave! 
DAVE: We have to. 


RADDEN: Don't you worry, little lady. 
You'll like it here. 


(DOOR OPENS AND MARTHA 
RADDEN ENTERS WITH SOME LINEN 
AND A COUPLE OF THREADBARE 
TOMELS, WHICH SHE LAYS ON 

D 


MARTHA: I brought you some fresh 


linens, dear, 


RADDEN 2 You need anything, you just 
go see Mrs. Radden. 


MARTHAs Anything at all, 
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DAVE: (AS SHE STARTS OUT) You act 


pretty sure we were staying. 


MARTHA: (STOPS, SURPRISED) They all do. 
(EXITS) 


RADDEN: (COUNTING MONEY) A hundred and 
five it is. (POCKETS IT) We got lots 

of things for sale up in the main house. 
Groceries, beer, just about everything. 


Help yourself whenever you want. 
DAVE: For how much? 


RADDENs You buy, you'll find ont. 
(SMILES) Nice having yon here. 


(HE EXITS. DAVE AND EDIE LOOK 
AROUND THE ROOM) 


DAVE: A bach of pirates, that's all 
they are. 


EDIE: I hate this place. 


DAVES What else can we do, sleep on 


the road? 
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EDIE: We could have kept looking. 


DAVE: Where? It was the same 
everywhere, only worse. Look, it's not 
like being home. We've got to take 


what we can get. So we can be together. 


(SHE SUDDENLY HALF SCREAMS) 
What's the matter? 


EDIE: Something - something ran 


across the floor. 
DAVE: Edie. 


(TRIES TO PUT ARMS ABOUT HER 
BUT SHE TURNS AWAY) 


RDIE: Our honeymoon. What a 


wonderful beginning. 


DAVE: Listen, did I want it this 
way? Do I rum the world. 


EDIE: But all that money. Look at 
this place, Just look at it. 


DAVE: Edie, will you stop? I 
don't like it, either. 


ras 


~10= 
EDIE: Like your mother said, we should 
have waited. You're probably saying 

that to yourself right now. If it 


weren't for me you wouldn't be here, 


DAVE: For crying out loud. I want 


to be with you, and you know it. 


EDIE: Maybe I onght to go home, 


DAVE: (GRABS HER, HOLDS HER) Edie, 


what are we doing? I love you. 
EDIE: Dave, Dave. 


DAVE: We wanted things to be perfect. 
Well, they're not. And we've got a 
right to be sore. But not at each 


other, 


EDIE: Darling, I love you. So 


DAVE: It'll be all right. Some day 
this'll all be over. And we'll go 


home again. Both of us. 
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EDIE: I know, it's just...Dave, 


I'm scared. 


(THEY HOLD TIGHT TO BACH 
OTHER, A LITTLE BEWILDERED, 
A LITTLE LOST) 


(DISSOLVE TQ CITY ROOM. 

GOPY BOY GIVES STEVE HIS 

MALL AND HE CHECKS THROUGH IT. 
TILL HE COMES TO ONE LETTER, 
WHICH HOLDS HIM. M*GRATH 

IS ON THE FLOOR GOING OVER SOME 
FLIMSIES FOR A REPORTER. AS 
HE TURNS TO WALK AWAY, STEVE 
LOOKS UP AND SEES HIM) 


STEVE: Mace Spare a minute? 


MAG: (COMES OVER) What have you 
got, Steve? 


STEVE: This. (TOSSES LETTER ON DESK) 


Take a look. 
MAC: (PICKS IT UP) Who's it from? 


STEVE: A kid in the army. 
MAC: What's he writing us for? 


oTEVEs Read it. 


wide 
MACs (READS) “Dear Sir...I'm 
writing abont something that people ought 
to hear about...earound these camps...the 
way some people goudge us, every chance 
they get...and our wives, who come to 


try to be near us". 


STEVE: Go one 


MACs (CONTINUES) "Places to live 
aren't easy to find. They're a bunch 
of dumps and you have to be a Rockfeller 
to pay the rent. Why can't somebody do 


something? " 


STEVE: That's mild to what he says 


later on, That boy's on fire, 


MAC: (LOOKING AT LETTER) Yeah. 
Could be he's stretching it a little. 


STEVE: Could be he's not saying enough. 
Look, Mac, it's like that last war. 
A bunch of characters with an itch in 


their palms...and every G.I. fair game. 
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MAC: If they're doing anything 


illegal... 


STEVES This isn't for lawyers. It's 


for people to know about. And step 


on. 
MAC: What do you want, a crusade? 


STEVE: Well, why not? We're still a 
newspaper, What are we in business for, 


comic strips and the ball scores. 
MAC: Take it easy. 


STEVE: The kid wrote to us..not the 
cops, not to the army...but to us. 

You know why? Because maybe somewhere 
he remembers what a paper can do when 
it turns a light on something. When it 


does the kind of job it's supposed to, 
MACs So what do you want to do? 


STEVE: It makes me sore. I'd like to 


go down there. 
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MAC: These people the kid writes 
about. They won't like it. They won't 


like you. 


STEVE: I'm not running in any popularity 


contest. 


| MACs Well, all I ask is one question, 
Steve. Is it a story? (AS STEVE 

STARTS TO WIND UP AGAIN) Never mind, 

Make out a voucher for the cashier, 


I*l1 sign it, 
STEVE: Thanks, Mac. (RISES) 


Q: And just watch your step, 
that's all, 


(STEVE NODS, GOES OUT. MAC 
LOOKS AFTER HIM, THEN DOW AT 
LETTER IN HIS HAND) 


(DISSOLVE TO MAIN ROOM OF THE 
MOTEL. IT CONTAINS A BAR, A 
JUKEBOX, A SLOT MACHINE AND THE 
COUNTER RADDEN USES TO RECEIVE 
MAIL AND CONDUCT BUSINESS. 
A SOLDIER IS PLAYING THE SLOTS 
AND NOT HAVING MUCH LUCK. 
RADDEN IS BEHIND THE DESK. 
RALPHTILTON, LOCAL POLICE CHIEF, 
ENTERS. 
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